FIRE BELOW

I was lucky to be granted even this use of
my wits,
How I managed to turn under water I cannot
tell, nor yet how I found the niche with my
other hand, but I know that my lungs were
bursting when I hauled my head into the air
and that when at last I had my arm over the
fan that had held me down, I hung like a
wretch on a cart's tail, more dead than alive.
And that was as much as I could do.
As though enraged at my presumption, the
waters seemed to conspire to war me down,
roaring like fiends, leaping like hangmen upon
my neck and shoulders, bruising my chest
against the edge of the fan and holding my
legs from beneath me with a drag before which
I was as helpless as a straw in a gale of wind.
By now I was shouting for help with all
my might. This with scarce any hope, for
Rowley was out of earshot and George was
asleep and the roar of the water went far to
drown my voice. Indeed, it seemed th^t I
had but postponed my end, for while I could
do nothing more to help myself, it was very
plain that I could not hold out for long before
socfa punishment.
Still, I shouted desperately, now thinking
of Marya Dresden, and now of Grieg, and now
of Littai and Leonie and a little way she had
0f balding her precious hands.
If Lefia had not returned before her time,
I must have been dead,
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